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a shock to Doreen, because she had thought that
Miss Neale was a paid housekeeper, and had never
supposed that she would share meals with them.
But as yet Doreen was to discover that Charles
was extremely good to his employees. Hilda
Neale went about with him a great deal, and he
had, in his own mind, decided that it would be
impossible to take Doreen back to Clifton with
him unless Miss Neale had been there to play
the role of chaperon.

It was absurd that in her childish daydreams
Doreea should have thought "111 pour out the
tea for him," and was now disappointed to find
that somebody else was in charge. She sat down
very quietly.

The loggia was lovely. A geranium climbed
with its ivy leaves and its deep pink profusion
of flowers. A banksia rose sent out an essence
from its small yellow button blossoms. Beyond
lay the lawn, leading down to the lake, and the
dragon flies were flying there amongst the reeds
and the rushes, just as Charles had told her they
would be flying.

"We'll go out and see them afterwards," he
said.

Tea was difficult. Miss Neale was a woman
of moods, and Charles knew very well that she
was now indulging in one. She would not speak
unless spoken to, and he foresaw that there might
be a difficult scene later. Miss Neale baa a
passion for moods, and for scenes; they were her
only indulgence in an inhibited life, and the
servants knew all about than Charles was able
to manage her, but he very much disliked having